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A Start 


Author's Notes: 
More Jamon for all :) 


Jason whimpered, nails clutching at James’ tan skin to dig in and anchor him. His fingers slipped against the 
moist, sweaty canvas and left red track marks when they drew blood. It had never been gentle between them, 
and tonight was no different. It was always frantic, hungry, animalistic. Like they were trying to eat one other 


alive, playing a game James always won. James lip was split open, and Jason's still tasted or iron. 


A particularly well aimed thrust made the older man shudder, and he hooked his slim legs over the backs of 
James’ powerful thighs to aid him. To enable the singer to thrust deeper, aim better. The effort paid off, and 
Jason's toes curled when his prostate was struck spot on. He would have sworn he'd seen stars behind his 


eyes, his head spinning. 


James, as usually, was a growling and snarling mess. His golden blonde lion's mane glued to damp skin, thick 
waves turned into corkscrew curls by wetness. His teeth were gritted and his nose scrunched up, hooded blue 


eyes staring down at him with a burning passion. The intense lust held within that gaze made Jason squirm 


with desire, unable to look away. 


The thrusts became more erratic, less rythmic and the bassist arched his back, making sure his swollen dick 
rubbed against the other man's taut stomach. It left sticky track marks of pre-cum, the fat head having 
taken on a nearly purple shade as it throbbed in time with the frantic pace they'd set. 


Jason moaned, one hand tangling in James' hair, holding onto the curls like reigns, tugging and watching James 
throw his head back to expose the column of his long neck. Watching the adams apple bob, Jason raised his 
head and grazed his teeth along the flesh to tease. The groan that slipped from the blonde's trembling lips, 
sent lightning bolts down the brunette's spine and stabbed his groin. 


It would be over soon, wrapped in a mass of tangled sheets and bodily fluids. Enveloped by darkness. James 
reeked of too much cologne and male musk, a scent the older man would never tire of. It was overpowering his 
sense, burning deep within and stinging his nose. Making him nearly scream in ecstacy. He was so close he could 
already feel the orgasm, teethering right on the edge but it was James that set him off. By grabbing his 
leaking, straining cock to yank it so hard it was near painful. By mouthing his earlobe while panting heavily into 
the shell. By demanding he'd cum on spot in a gruff voice, out of breath. 


He fell, exploded and somewhere through the fog in his mind and the haze of the ultimate peak, he felt the 
younger man fill him with his essence. Felt James claim him, make him his. And he loved belonging to James. He 
loved bearing James‘ mark, be it bruises or bitemarks. Be it the result of agonizing pain or sweetest 
satisfaction 


They remained close as the high wore off, as their shivering limbs stilled As the aftershocks passed through 
them. A heap of flesh, bound together by the blonde's cock still buried within. Jason released his grip little by 
little before allowing his arms to fall to his sides. He knew his part, and played it well. Either that, or there 
might be hell to pay. He rather prefered when things went smoothly, despite the sometimes awkward exchange 


of very few words after sex. Before James left. 


Therefore, the brunette was rather surprised when instead of getting up to get dressed, James seemed to 
shift closer. It was in no way unpleasant, and Jason found his heart skipping a beat before his pulse picked up 
its pace. He daredn't speak a word, afraid James might react the way he normally would. Shove him away, 


insult him and storm out. Perhaps land a punch or two while his anger fuelled him. 


Instead, tender lips spilled feather light pecks along Jason's pale shoulder, making the smaller man's eyes flutter 
shut to only take in the sensations. It was very rare of James to display any sort of direct affection. He could 
be gentle, but never vulnerable or loving. Jason knew the machismo was an act, but would never confront 


James about it. He had no idea what had brought this on, but it confused and intrigued him at once. 


One large, callused hand found his smaller one. James was a big man in every sense, tall and well proportioned 
to scale, but for such big hands they could be incredibly sweet. Their fingers were laced, and only when the 
blonde squeezed his hand did Jason dare return the gesture. Their hands remained intertwined only for a brief 


moment, but it was enough to make the bassist's heart soar. Enough to awaken his hopes. 


Instead of completely releasing the grip, Jason raised his eyebrows in wonder as his hand was firmly guided 
towards James’ chest, and laid to rest right above the taller man's heart. Each beat seemed to pass through 
Jason's palm and into his very own body until they were in sync, and with wide eyes Jason sought out the pale 
blue ones staring down at him. There appeared to be an ongoing conflict within them, so many emotions. Such 
vulnerability the brunette had never seen within the other man. But there was something more that he'd 


never before read in those orbs. Something new and exhilarating. 


Jason's free hand finally made itself useful, cupping the back of the singer’ head and cautiously pulling him 
down so as not to wreck the moment. The blonde went willingly, following the slight tug until their lips met. 
Until their eyes slid shut, and for the first time they shared a tender kiss. No hunger, no wish to ravage. Only 


to heal, mend and soothe. 


When it ended, and their lips broke their union, Jason's soul was full, his eyes sparkling with life. James' were 
apologetic, sombre. But also loving, understanding. No anger, no rage. No shame or guilt. It would not solve or 
work all their problems out. The issues wouldn't vanish over night. But, as James' head rested on his chest and 


he felt the transition of the blonde's soft breath when it turned into peaceful snores, Jason smiled. It was a 


start. 


